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likely to soften my father's anger, when, as I subsequently
found, Mr. Smith determined to call upon him in person
and plead for me, which he did, and so successfully, that
instead of upbraidings and reproaches which I felt I so
richly deserved, my father upon my going home only shook
his head, observing that I had a most zealous and powerful
advocate in Mr. Smith, and ill merited the affectionate
regards of such respectable and worthy people. " I have,"
continued my father, " given my word once more to pass
over this new transgression, and I hope by future diligence
and attention you will make up for lost time."

Thus easily did I escape from a serious scrape, and vowed
to myself to follow my father's advice and fulfil his hopes,
but alas, I never possessed a single grain of self command
or control over my passions ; one short week ended all my
good resolves, and I sunk deeper than ever in error. Not a
night but I passed a considerable portion of in every degree
of dissipation and debauchery, mixing with the most
abandoned of both sexes. In addition to Wetherby's and
Marjoram's, I had now discovered two other places of
the same stamp, or if the degrees of depravity and infamy
would admit, even worse. The one was facetiously called,
" The Soup Shop," a dirty vile ale house in Bridges Street,
Drury lane, where it was the custom to take a basin of ox
cheek broth at six o'clock in the morning, a villainous
compound of filth I took special care not a drop of should
ever pass my lips. The other new discovery was signifi-
cantly named, " The Finish." This was a shed in Covent
Garden market, thentofore dignified by the title of, " Car-
penter's Coffee house," and where they still continued to
dole out a Spartan mixture, difficult to ascertain the in-
gredients of but which was served as coffee. Returning
home from these intemperate scenes if my father was out
of town, as he generally was, I went to bed for four or five
hours, but if in town I went directly to my desk, where,
laying my head down upon it, I soon fell asleep, in which
state Mr. Bayley would often find me, when, awaking me,
he with a solemn face would say, " Indeed, William, these